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BY A FRIEND TO HUMANITY. 


ERSO NAL invective, and indiſcrimi- 
nate ſatire, have ever been conſidered by 
the Author of the following pages as a cri- 
minal abuſe of ſuperior talents; highly 
illiberal in itſelf, and deeply prejudicial to 


the intereſts and happineſs of ſociety. But 


when the atrocious guilt of any individual 
becomes ſo enormous as to defy both law 
and religion; when all the ſacred and ſo- 
lemn obligations that connect ſociety are 


trampled upon by the overgrown and gi- 
gantic , 
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gantic villainy of one Man, it is then that 
Satire aſſumes her juſt province, by ſtand- 
ing forth the avenger of the public wrongs, 
by dragging the bold offender from the ſe- 
cret receſſes of guilt, and holding him up 
to view as the object of public ſhame and 


general deteſtation. 


Totally unknown, even to the perſon of 
him who is repreſented under that charac- 
ter in the ſubſequent Poem, the writer 


had no private pique to gratify; no ſmo- 


thered reſentment to give vent to in pen- 


ning theſe lines; but was guided merely 
by the dictates of humanity, and a ſenſe 
of deep compaſſion for the ſufferings of an 
amiable and abuſed woman, poſſeſſed of a 
moſt enlarged mind, and an underſtanding 
improved and embelliſhed with all the 

graces 


fe. 
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graces of modern accompliſhment. Many 
of the aggravated injuries here alluded to 
are already too notorious, and have reached 
the ear of the indignant public. Hard in- 
deed muſt be the heart that is inſenſible 
to the impulſes of generous ſorrow towards 
female woe, when ſtruggling under ca- 


lamity, excited by no conſcious impropri- 


ety of her own conduct, but ſolely the ef- 


fect of wanton barbarity and deliberate 


malice. 
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plains, 


'Y . A ſtranger yet to Love's delicious pains ; 
Penſive and fad he paſs'd his lonely hours, 
And joyleſs pin'd amidſt Elyſian bow'rs. 


In vain its golden fruits around him glow, 


In vain its odorous groves his ſenſes chear, 

And greet with ſofteſt melody his ear; 

Eternal ſolitude his bliſs. deſtroy d, 

While Paradiſe was yet but half enjoy'd. 
B 


4 W HEN Man firſt rang d o'er Eden's blooming 


And flow'rs in pride of Eaſtern ſplendour blow : 
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| A tender partner ſaw for man was meet, 

: Then woman ſent, and made his bliſs complete, 
| 2B She came, attended by the laughing loves, 
And all the muſic of thoſe happy groves ; 


| Celeſtial pleaſure led her ſmiling train, 
' And joy danc'd round her on the embroider'd plain ! 
| Sublime, yet graceful, trod creation's pride, | 2 'M 
| While Nature laughing, hail'd the new-born bride !_ | V 
In large looſe curls ber auburn ringlets play d, 13 
And veil'd her boſom with their lovely ſhade : 
Her check the crimſon fluſh of youth o'erſpread, 
Her eye the radiant beam of morning ſhed, 
Whoſe luſtre that pure ſpark divine confeßsd, 
Which God had kindled in his creature's breaſt. 
Loſt in delight admiring Adam ſtood, 

And while his Maker's faireſt work he view d, 

With grateful rapture own'd th' Almighty pow'r, 
Then ſnatch'd her, bluſhing, to his inmoſt bow'r. 
N 9 Thro 
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Thro' every diſtant age, and various clime, 
From that firſt hour of Nature's vernal prime, 
Woman hath ſtill the magic pow'r poſſeſs d 

To ſoften and ſubdue the human breaſt— 

'The brave with emulative pride to warm, 

The tyrant's frantic vengeance to diſarm 

To raiſe the drooping wretch, with ſorrow worn, 


And from the boſom rend the rankling thorn ! 


Midſt Lapland's glooms, on Afric's defart coaſt, 


Where ſavage Cafri roam, a barb'rous hoſt! 

In climes where Ganges takes his diſtant ſource, 

Or Wolga winds, remote, his devious courſe, 

Th' untutor'd ſavages her influence prove, 

Melt at her charms, and. ſoften into love. 

The wretch who in the dreary dungeon pines, 

The ſlave that labours in Peruvian mines, 

Bow'd down with toil, and cruſh'd with hopeleſs grief, 

Still finds in female blandiſhment relief : 

Beauty can bid the darkſome cavern bloom, 

And kindle day-light *midſt the dungeon's gloom ! 
322 Of 


141 
Of ſofter mould, of gentler nature fram'd, 
And juſtly, thence, the weaker veſſel nam'd, 
To guard their tender ſex to man belongs, 
To ſhield from dangers and defend from wrongs ; 
By mutual wants united and endear'd, 
On this firm baſe is laſting paſſion rear'd ; 
While Hymen's ſmiles the chaſte delight improve, 


And bright and conſtant burns the lamp of love! 
[ Mild, tender, lenient, is the huſband's reign, 7 
id Nor wedded beauty ſpurns the ſilken chain. 

If friends forſake, or unſeen perils preſs, 

In a fond huſband's love they find redreſs ; 

To him for ſhelter from the ſtorm they fly, 

Pour the ſoft plaint, and heave the heart-felt ſigh, 
While as they breathe the ſtrain of tender woe, 
And as their guſhing ſorrows artleſs flow, 

| Rage and compaſſion fill the ſoul by turns; 
And all that's man within the boſom burns! 


N For ſome there are, of feelings leſs refin'd, 
I )!hbe juſt contempt, and outcaſt of mankind, 
| Whoſe 
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Whoſe hearts ne er learn'd to melt in gen'rous grief, 


Nor gave to proſtrate wretchedneſs relief ; 
Whoſe frozen apathy no charms can warm, 
Though beauty ſue beneath an Angel's form, 
But ſhould a Wretch exiſt, whoſe callous mind 
No arts can ſoften—no endearments bind, 

Loft to each principle of gen'rous ſhame, 

And dead to virtuous Love's ennobled flame ; 
'Z That wretch, who, trampling Nature's tendereſl ties, 
Divine and human laws at once defies ; | 
7 That coward wretch, the ſcandal of our age, 
Who ſtrikes a woman in his brutal rage; 
1 Who not in Britain's, or in Freedom's cauſe, 
But 'gainſt a helpleſs fair his ſabre draws ; 
Has, unprovok'd, each fiend-like art eſſay d 

To cruſh the life his tortures wretched made; 
Defames the worth his ſubtleties deceiv'd, 


Then impudently hopes the lie believed ; 


Strives with imputed crimes, as falſe as baſe, 


3 To hide the blackneſs of his own diſgrace, | 
© | B 3 And, 


6:3 

And, if this ſhallow artifice ſhould fail, 

In fell deſpair at once tears off the veil ; 

With bold effrontery dares his guilt proclaim 
In day's bright face, and glories in his ſhame !#* 
Should ſuch a wreech on Britain's iſle be found, 
Hunt him, ye Britons, to your fartheſt bound ; 
Let him with tygers of the deſart roam, x? 


And find with Alpine wolves a fitter home. 


Ariſe, ye Neros, who, in former days, 

For cruelty have gain'd immortal bays ; 

Ye purple tyrants, curſt from age to age, 

Ye Borgios blazon'd in th' hiſtoric page! 

Worthies ariſe! and in theſe modern times 

Behold th' undaunted rival of your crimes | 

A rival 


* Alluding to the impudent manner in which, at his own{table, 
and in all companies, Mr. B—— openly avowed his ill uſage of 
Lady 8 


„without even attempting to apologize or ac- 


reſpectable perſon being preſent, whoſe character over-awed him. 


count for it; except when the very rare incident occurf®d of ſome . 


Your arm, with ſharpen'd nail, the tyrant greets ; 


CI 

A rival did I ſay ?—Our Nero ſhames 

The moſt renown of your illuſtrious names ; 

One who refines on cruelty, and tow'rs 

O'er all your tribe in torture's wondrous pow'rs ! 

You warr'd with man the Hector of our day 
Scorns wars rough ſports, and flies at eaſier prey; 
Fields, with leſs danger fraught, his ſteps allure, 
Lavrels leſs bright, but conqueſt more ſecure ; 

O'er females with an iron ſcourge he reigns, 

Sooth'd with their groans, and raviſh'd with their pains i 
In many a ſecret pinch his vengeance wreaks, * | 
Then ſwears if agonizing nature ſhricks :— 

But not in peaceful private haunts alone 

The tyrant's ſanguinary feats are known, 
Ev'n midſt the royal walks, and crouded ſtreets, 


B 4 Wheree'er 


He uſed often ſlyly to kick Lady 8 —, tear her ear, and | 
pinch her arm, under pretence of helping her into the coach, or 


_ whiſpering to her. At St. Cloud, and in the Luxembourg Gar- | | 
dens, as well as in many other places, he was guilty of the latter 


inſtance of cruelty, 
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Wheree'r the hated monſter chance to ſtray, | 


Depopulation marks his gloomy way ; 
Of women big with child th' eternal dread ; * 
The horror of each trembling chambermaid : RH His 
Screaming they fly, the noxious peſt to ſhun, | | 9 Be 
Whoſe dev'liſh wiles have half their ſex undone. MN. 
But ſtill remains one black, one monſtrous deed, If 
Which Lucifer himſelf cou'd ſcarce exceed; | 3 E- 
80 black —on earth it wants a parallel; fk 
Unrivall'd in the dark records of hell!! Wo 
When men, abandon'd to their looſe deſires, - | 
Cheriſh within their breaſts unhallow'd fires ; 1 T 
Far from the chaſte domeſtic bow'r they rove, A 
Nor ſhock the purity of nuptial love : 
But B**** in guilty pleaſure not ſo nice, 
.Scorns the old tract, and opes new paths for vice; 


Regardleſs, Hyr.ien, of thy ſacred tie— 


Deaf to thy voice, inſulted decency ! 


Beneath 


* He gloried in the ſeduction of his own maid ſerfants, and of 
thoſe of others where he viſited, 


4d 


1 
Beneath the roofs by virtue ſanctified, 


7 Where ſpotleſs youth and innocence reſide, N 
Acts the baſe deed with ſuch vile paſſions curſt, 


His wife muſt needs be pander to his luſt !— 
Be mute ſpectator of her ſhame—nay, more 
Muſt kiſs the baſtard, and embrace the whore. 
If female dignity thus far deny 

A huſband's ſavage rage to gratify ; 

Then with what deadly weapon neareſt ſtands, * | 


The ruthleſs monſter arms his vengeful hands, 


Aſſaults the trembling fair in furious mood, 


Till face, neck, boſom, ſtream with guſhing blood. 
Dread Lucifer to B**** reſign thy crown, 


A fiend more worthy thy infernal throne. 
Te 


* He flung a heavy ſilver Ink- ſtand at the head of Lady S——— | 
for refuſing to ſee (which he afterwards forced her to do) the wet- | 
nurſe of her little boy, who brought in her arms a young child, 
which ſhe had by Mr, B, on which account ſhe had * left 
the family. 
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The lib'ral wiſh, the ſocial mind hath givin, 4 By v 
Say, can a heavier curſe the good befall, | 
Than vice with virtue Join'd in wedded thrall ; | 3 O 
Where varying tempers muſt for ever jar - | | b | How 
And worth with baſeneſs hold eternal war? =—_ Thy 
This, fierce, reſentful, full of mean miſtruſt, Y | And 
Compound of low-bred vice, and boundleſs loft, 1 For 
With dark malignity and envy fraugntt. Pppru 
Too proud to bend, too ſtubborn to be taught; E | Had 
So ſunk in ignorance, ſo void of ſhame, E Nor 
So dead to every throb of virtuous fame, EL 8: 
So ſtrangely jealous of all wit that tow'rs | 
O'er the low level of his narrow pow'rs, 5 5 Had 
As to ſuppreſs, with Gothic inſolence, Lure 
Each ray of genius, and each dawn of ſenſe : Som 
Forbid each motion of the lips then blame Fror 
For ſullen filence, and an idiot name? But 


This, candid, open—all that fond deſire, Wit 


And doating virtue in the ſex admire; 


Beloy'd 


„ 
| 3 Belov'd, careſs'd, as much as that abhorr'd ; 
I By woman envied, and by man ador'd. 


- 


Oh! Sens, hapleſs, much inſulted fair, 


Hos ſhall the muſe thy thouſand wrongs declare ? 
Thy woes her ſhuddering ſoul with horror fil, 

4 And all the fires of riſing genius chill ! | 

I For had'ſt thou been a vagrant from thy birth, 


4 Sprung from the loweſt refuſe of the earth; 


3 Nor ſcience bleſt, nor lib'ral arts refin'd ; 
Had avarice lock'd up thy niggard breaſt, 
By ranc'rous ſpleen, and bigot gloom poſſeſs'd; 
Had baſe deceit and treach'ry, on thy part, 
Lured to thy bed the dupe of female art ; 
Some ſubterfuge thy tyrant lord might claim 
From black remorſe to ſhield, and public ſhame— 


| 
| 
j 


But oh ! when rank and princely fortune, join'd 
With ſhining talents, and a cultur'd mind; 
A mind 
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A mind well fraught with wiſdom's various ſtore, 


Improved in taſte, and rich in claſſic lore; 


When worth which malice ſtrives 1n vain to blot, 


Though B*#*** thy treachery Ain would find a ſpot ; 


When generoſity, that ſcarce knows bound, 


And rais'd thee, grov'ling reptile, from the ground, 


Gave thee, in ſpite of fortune's ſtern controul, 
In rank to glitter and in wealth to roll— 
When virtues, ſhining in ſo full a blaze, 


Dart from one noble mind their central rays, 


What furious dæmon fir'd thy ſavage heart 


To act this baſe and ſanguinary part? 


Such black IncRaTiTUDE yon conſcious ſun 


Ne'er view'd, ſince firſt his flaming courſe begun; 
No direr rage the firſt-born Cain poſſeſs'd, 

Nor fill'd, fierce Cataline, thy fiend-like breaſt ! 
The damr'd alone are conſcious to that rage 

W hoſe dark revenge nor tears, nor ſhrieks aſſuage ! 
Inſatiable revenge! that not content 


With all that hell-born malice cou'd invent 


To 


11 


To torture and afflict a helpleſs fair, 

And plunge her fainting ſpirits in deſpair; 

But for more certain aid to poiſon flies, * 
Remorſeleſs views convullive agonies, 

Holds the dire bowl, compels the fatal draught, 
Nor quits his graſp till ev'n the dregs be quaff'd: 
Then with the artful jeſuit's wily rant, 

Or frantic bigot's hypocritic cant, 

Diſtracted raves, as guiltleſs of the fact, 

Or her own hand hath dar'd the deſperate act. 

On death's dire brink Phyſicians aid is ſought, 
And for his dark deſigns too ſwiftly brought: 
Strong vigorous nature o'er the doſe prevails, 
Throws off the load, and deep-laid treachery fails; 
One half his guilty end alone he gains, 
The baſer half unfiniſhed yet remains ! 


What end, aſtoniſh'd reader, doſt thou ſay ? 
Indignant muſe, the villainy diſplay 


* This refers to the Laudanum which Mr. B 
his own hands, and forced Lady S. to ſwallow, 
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*Tis not enough the mother's ſorrows flow, 
Her lovely daughter too mult feel the blow! 
That daughter from his tyrant pow'r remoy'd,* 
In beauty blooming, and for worth belov'd, 
Flouriſh'd beneath two females? watchful: eyes, 
W hoſe guardian care a mother's loſs ſupplies ; 
To add. this gentle ſubject to his reign, 
And bind the offspring in the parent's chain, 
Glow'd his fell heart but how ti clude the care 
Of theſe ſage matrons plunged him in deſpair. 
For ſtill with fix d diſdain the fiend they ſpurn, 
And at his wily frauds indignant burn. | 
ce Yet ſure a dying parent's fond requeſt 
« Muſt melt to grief the moſt obdurate breaſt ; 
6 It ſhall be ſo”—the monſter fierce exclaun'd, 
And in his breaſt the horrid project fram'd. 

The 


* Removed by her Guardians from Lady 11 on account. 


of his infamous behaviour, and placed under the care of two re- 
ſpectable Ladies for her education. 


Ca 
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The mother-in the pangs of fancied death 


Calls for her darling child-with gaſping breath: 


The parents awful ſummons is obey'd, 


Goodneſs deceiy'd, and innocence betray*d. * 


Such were the ling'ring, aggravated woes 
That day by day in dire ſucceſſion roſe; 


Till the pale victim of corroding care, 


Compell'd at length, ſnatch'd courage from deſpair ; 
Reſoly'd the tyrant's hated roofs to fly, 

And gain, by force, her long loſt liberty. 

But here our view new ſcenes of treach'ry meet, 
And make the meaſure of his guilt complete ! 
What open malice, and conceal'd abuſe, 


What blows, and poiſon's aid cou'd ne'er produce, 


Famine may do fF-—and keen diſtreſs may rend 


The burſting heart which torture could not bend! 


* Upon Mr. B repreſentation of Lady S— ' dange- 
rous ſituation, occaſioned by the Laudanum, her children were per- 
mitted to viſit her. 


+ For four days and an half he never permitted Lady S 


to taſte any thing but a diſh of tea, without bread, though he feat her 


* 
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The common means of life he grants no more, Spi 
But bids his tradeſmen ſpurn her from their door ; * At 
And menial wretches by her bounty fed, Thi 
Muſt to her ſuit deny the ſcanty bread. 3 Anc 
| Abhorr'd Ingrate !—is this the proud reward Th' 
For treaſures laviſh'd on her worthleſs lord? | Anc 
What !—pimps and paraſites, like princes, treat, At: 


And ſtarve the wife whoſe bread thy minions eat 
Of all thy crimes this leaves the deepeſt ſtain, 
And to thy baſeneſs gives the coup de main. 


Here, indignation, curb thy ſwelling vein, 
Nor waſte on harden'd guilt a ſerious ſtrain : 
And 


up every kind of viand ſhe liked, and before the ſervants preſſed her 
to eat, at the ſame time privately making uſe of the moſt dreadful 
menaces, if ſhe dared to touch a morſel. 


* He forbid the Tradeſmen Lady S dealt with to give 
her credit, and yet withheld every aſſiſtance to purchaſe the neceſ- 
fary articles of life, | | 


17. ] 
Spirit of Falſtaff, aid me to rehearſe 


A tale leſs dreadful in immortal verſe 

Theſe furious inroads on their peace to check, 

And fave their trembling ſtate from general wreck 
Th' aſſembled female world in council fate, 

And long and furious was the dire debate! 

At the firſt mention of his guilty name 

Each kindling ſpirit mounted into flame— 

Incens'd to madneſs by repeated wrongs, 

Revenge ſhrill echo'd from a thouſand LONgUES l- 
But how their fierce antagoniſt to treat, 

What puniſhment his daring crimes ſhould meet, 
Rais'd warm diſputes ;—ſevere the conflict glow'd, | 
And eloquence in rapid torrents flow'd. 25 | 
If the baſe wretch a thouſand lives poſleſs'd, 
So high the rage of each indignant breaſt, 


Thoſe lives a trivial ſacrifice appear, 
And“ hang—drown—quarter”—ſtun the deafen'd ear. 
No vulgar death the human brute ſhould die 
Death with or tortures ſeem'd the general cry. 
G Bot 
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But how to execute the ſtern decree, 

Plung'd the whole band in deep perplexity ; 

How ſhou'd weak woman's race with man contend, 
Or virtue combat with ſo foul a fiend ? 

At length the awful pauſe Feroſſa broke, 

And, riſing, thus th' attentive throng beſpoke :;—— 
«© Why ſit we here, with idle terrors aw'd, 


« While our proud foe triumphant ſtalks abroad? 


Riſe, ſiſters, riſe! and let theſe hands diſpenſe 


© The vengeance due to B“ s bold offence. 
« For me, I hold that maxim true, tho? trite, 
<« Cruel and Coward in one mind unite.? 

« Tuſtice ſhall ſteel to our weak nerves impart, 


« While conſcious guilt unmans his daſtard heart. 


e Perhaps, ev'n now, ſome ill-ſtarr'd virgin pines, 
«© The deſtin'd victim of his dark deſigns; 

« Fair S u qraps for life the ſervile chain, 
« And virtue ſighs and beauty pleads in vain ! 

ce Away—the fate of Orpheus he ſhall ſhare, 


cc While limb from limb the miſcreant wretch we tear 
| | With 


E 


[ 19 ] 
With ſofter accent, and with milder grace, 
Fulvia, the wonder of her noble race, 
(A mother, but not paſs'd her vernal bloom) 
Next ſpake—and awful ſilence huſh'd the room 
«© While B****'s monſtrous inſults we ſurvey, 
And his baſe deeds riſe up in black array, 
«© Well may each breaſt with juſt reſentment burn, 
And death alone be deem'd the fit return. 
6e But nature, decency, our ſex's pride, 
« Forbid that female hands in blood be dy'd ; 
« Let us to every generous male appeal, 
To all who ha at heart our ſex's weal. 
6 By manly ſenſe of high-born honour ſway'd, 
« A thouſand youths ſhall haſten to our aid ; 
Then drag the bold aggreſſor to our bar, 
« And there a traitor to our ſtate declare; 
At once unſheath'd a thouſand ſwords ſhall gleam, 
On whoſe bright points the ruffian's life muſt ſtream ; 
Thus ample vengeance for our wrongs be gain'd, 
« And our pure hands with blood remain unſtain'd.” 
Ca She 


[ 20 ] 


She ſaid—when ſlowly roſe a matron ſage 


Not leſs for wiſdom fam'd than hoary age; | 


Lucretia, miſtreſs of the high debate, E a 
Whoſe words are awful as the voice of fate. 15 
« Daughters, tis juſt that blood for blood ſhould flow, m 
« Yet ſtill th* extremes of dark revenge forego, — ” 
ce He ſhall not die—a puniſhment I'll name, 85 .- 
ce Full-charg'd-with vengeance and replete with ſhame, 72 : : Sh 
« The fate of warbling Eunuchs he ſhall meet. 5 0 
« The theme of ballads through each dirty ſtreet; Ar 
e Pextrous to wound, himſelf ſhall feel the knife, 2 En 
* And waſte in barren impotence his life. Ar 
Near hand a deep learn'd Eſculapius lives, | Hi 
Who from that wight his fam'd deſcent derives _ HI 
cr That erſt to youthful Romeo poiſon gave, OE "Sn 
*& And ſent a faithful lovet to the grave: 1 W 
« Not much unlike, in form, the ſtarv ling elf, = 
« And brib'd as eaſy with the elitt'ring pelf; 1 


« Bred in ſoft Italy, he knows with ſkill 


« To guide the keen emaſculating ſteel— 
« Heralds 


5 5 Shook the pale trembling hoſt with dire alarms; 


0 


1 


« Heralds diſpatch- the man of ſimples call, 

e I'll ſchool him to the taſk before you all. 

« Six ſtout dragoons the victim ſhall ſurround, 

ce And hold him for the purpoſe gagg'd and bound; 
«© While our avenger graſps the fatal ſhears, 


« And by the roots cuts up our future fears.” 


More had ſhe faid ; but dreadful din of arms 


For Fame by this with buſy wing had flown, 


And nois'd their fierce contentions through the town. 
Enrag'd our hero for the war prepares, 
And all the threats of female vengeance dares: 


His furious hand a pond'rous horſe-whip* wields, 


His breaſt a huge reſplendent ſalver ſhields, 4 
"Snatch'd from a ſide- board, ſparkling with Champaign, | 


Whoſe fiery juice had mounted to his brain. 


Foaming with ire, determin'd not to yield, 


He ruſhes headlong to th* embattled field; 


Waves 


The not unuſual inſtrument of his cruelty to Lady S 
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Waves his bright buckler—ſmacks the avenging thong, 
And burſts at once upon th* aſtoniſh'd throng. 
Not Banquo's ſelf a more unwelcome gueſt, 
Appear'd, Macbeth, to mar thy midnight feaſt ! 
Scar'd at the ſight, each virgin quits her ſeat, 
And ſeeks in ſudden flight a ſafe retreat; 
More firm, the matron band ſupport the fray : 
Hot grows the fight, and doubtful hangs the day. 
Dreadful he ſwings his giant arms around, 
While dire the thumpings on his ribs rebound ; 
Wider and wider ſpreads th' enormous rout, 
And laces crack, and feathers whiſk abour ; 


From many a batter'd noſe rich ſtreams of gore 


In torrents guſh, and ſtain the crimſon floor : 
While clouds of harmleſs powder fill the room, 
And chear the fainting with their ſoft perfume, 
At length Feroſſa, with one dreadful blow, 
Diſarms his hand, and lays the champion low ;— 
Loud as when Jove's dread bolt the æther rends, 


In one vaſt ſhout their clamorous Joy aſcends ; 
Thouſands 


E 


Thouſands at once the ſprawling foe ſurround, 
And preſs th' indignant warrior to the ground ; 
'There bind him faſt, while ſwifter heralds run 

| To ſpeed our ling'ring Eſculapius on.— 
Breathleſs at length, to act his tragic part 
Arrives the hero of chirurgic art; | 
Firſt with three cordial drams diſpells his fears, 
Then wide extends the huge, two-handed ſhears ; 
The gliding weapon ſmokes with ſtreaming gore, 
And in a crack the dreadful deed is o'er. 
Completely thus diſarm'd, and now unbound, 
Like Samſon ſhorn he riſes from the ground ; 
Then ſkulks away, than ghoſts more ghaſtly pale, 
And looks like Reynard when he 9 his tail. 
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